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beautiful ; effects' of Copley Fielding. The cruciform church, with its battered shingled spire, stands on a little hill, and, with a few wind-stricken trees around it, is backed by a hazy distance of downs, where the softest grey melts into the green. When we were there, all the clouds were tossed into wild forms, with only a gleam of frightened sunshine struggling through here and there."
" Oct. 7. I fear I rather distressed mother to-day by reverting to the Rectory miseries, the recollection of which was aroused by finding an old journal. I will never do it
ALFRISTON.
again. My darling mother has been given back to me from the brink of the grave to love and to cherish, and, whatever it costs me, can I ever say anything to cause her even one flush of pain ? My will is strong, I know, and it shall be exercised in always ignoring my own troubles and prejudices, and never forgetting to anticipate each thought, each wish of hers. Henceforward I am determined to have no separate identity, and to be only her reflection."
"Oct. 25.    Went to see old Mrs. Pinnock.    She was lying on her rag-bed in her wretched garret, sadly changed the moonbeams. The mother says, clt is difficult to realise that this same moon, ever serene and peaceful, is looking down upon all the troubles and quarrels of the earth.' "
